triumph and, though they didn't know each other at the time, the same could be said a county away for Grandpa Guy. "Us" did not mean anything so grandiose as the Democratic party which everyone knew was a coalition of contradictory groups; it just meant "us," a remnant. And if the Democrats were a motley collection, the Republicans were a consistent, monolithic crowd?
"them." They owned the banks, the factories, the money, the country. They were Presbyterians, Methodists, and Episcopalians. They controlled the Clark County Court House, and they kept the road to the farm from getting graveled. The purity of St. Clair-Fields politics was that we always knew who we were against even if we were suspicious of the candidates we supported. We always knew we voted against a bastard, but we never promised that we hadn 't voted for one. The exception, of course, was Truman, and then only some of the time, and not just because he was a Baptist and from Missouri but because he had that glint in his eye which showed he could identify "them," too. It also helped that he hadn't shown all that much evidence of success: it is hard not to like a man who can get to be President and still seem a failure. Normally we have little to do with Hagerman, so the fact that we were there on August 9, 1974, requires another explanatory step backwards. In 1972 the Michigan Department of Natural Resources decided that the large perch the kids caught and the pike which we could see but never hook were inadequate justification for our lake's existence. Therefore, in collaboration with the United States Forestry Service which controls four-fifths of the shoreline, they poisoned the lake. Bushels of perch washed ashore and three-foot pike rolled in like driftwood. Eagles and loons, after one last gluttonous binge, left and were replaced by frogs and bats. The next year the Department of Natural Resources dumped in thousands of walleyed pike. They promptly died. They added trout. They died. Then they tried walleye eggs and in 1974 the hatch was promising (they didn't die until the next winter), but you can't con kids into fishing for two-inch minnows. When children are small you tell them to wait until non-existent fish grow. When they get to be six, you promise to take them some place else, and eventually they make you keep that promise. Sarah, our oldest, turned six in May of 1974.
The summer passed with weekly renewals of my promise to take the family fishing and with occasional rumors that the President was about to be done in. The promise I did not keep, merely repeated, and the rumors seemed more like National Enquirer headlines than real possibilities; United States Presidents do not resign, they aren't impeached, and no one was going to put Gerald Ford in charge. He sat there, not moving, a halo of water dripping down, and we could hear him, the words just audible across the water, "Jesus Christ all to hell." We kept rowing but by now there were flashes of white every few minutes.
But by

